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Kemonomimi 


Author's Notes: 

"Kemonomimi" means "animal ears" and, on doujinshi sites, applies to the character of interests animal-like 
biology: tail, ears, etc. It can be used for any animal but a cat is the most common (and cutest, besides a 
bumy :3). I've always seen Frost as sort of feline.. actually, Satyr too. But for now we'll use our lovely 
drummer! Enjoy! 


It was cold the day that cat showed up on his doorstep, scratching against the wood frame and meowing 
constantly. Sigurd was certain it was someone else's cat, but after thirty minutes he was sure something was 


up. Upon opening the door, the cat stayed where it was, staring up at him with large eyes. 


"Why're you making so much noise?" Sigurd muttered to the small animal, tilting his head. As expected, there 
was no reply, instead the cat's tail swayed slowly behind it. 


"Well.. no point in staying out here. Come inside." He moved out of the way for the cat to come in and almost 


instantaneously the creature strode inside. Sigurd stared at it, shocked that it accepted his invitation. 


Over the course of a few days, Sigurd bought food for the cat, made a bed for it next to his (but the cat 
always managed to sleep on the pillow next to him) and tried his best to take care of it. He found the cat was 
incredibly well behaved, smart and rather affectionate towards him. 


The cat was a very well groomed and beautiful one too; it had silky black fur, large green eyes and a fluffy 
tail. There was a collar on it with the initials "KVH", Sigurd didn't know what they stood for. 


There was definitely something strange about this cat. Why had it shown up in the first place? Why his house, 
of all people? 


"You've got to be a sign of something," Sigurd muttered, stroking the cat's fur as it sat in his lap. "Did you 


show up because l'm lonely here?" 
The cat looked up and purred, then rested its head down again. 


"l'Il take that as a yes." Sigurd laughed. He picked up the cat and carried it off to the bedroom with him. 
Instinctively it climbed on the pillow next to his and curled itself up around its tail. He kept his gaze on the 


small creature and smiled, drifting off to sleep. 


The next morning, the bed felt heavier. Sigurd turned over and slowly opened his eyes, trying to find the cat. 
Instead, he found a human figure there, right next to him. 


"What the-" he jumped out of the bed and stared in disbelief. "Who the hell are you? How'd you get in here?" 
The figure rose up quickly at the sound of Sigura's voice. It was clearly a man, but.. he was strangely 
beautiful. His hair was long and dark, cascading over his shoulders and down his chest. His eyes were large and 
a dark shade of green His lips were full and defined, with a strip of dark facial hair under his bottom lip. 

Even stranger were the cat ears on his head, the large tail and the fact that he was completely naked. 

"No. No way." 

The man tilted his head. 


"My cat.. my cat is a human now. My cat turned into- who are you?" 


"You seem to have that figured out” The man's voice was soft. He sat with his tail generously covering his 


lower area, smiling. "Surprised?" 
"You think?" Sigurd nearly shrieked. He ran his hands through his hair; this was a lot to take in 
In the man's hand grabbed the collar that he previously wore in his cat form. ltd snapped off his neck, and he 


ran his thumb over the embossed initials. Sigurd threw a large black shirt at him, still standing at the far side 
of the room. 


"So. uh, what's your name?" 

"Kjetil," the man replied, putting the shirt on. "Kjetil-Vidar Haraldstad. That's what these initials stand for." 
Sigurd sat on the bed. "How'd you change?" 

"| don't even know myself,” Kjetil replied. 

Sigurd took a deep breath and tried to take everything in His sweet, intelligent cat was now a handsome man 
sitting nonchalantly on his bed. It was something out of one of those weird romance novels, or those infamous 
Japanese "hentai" games he'd heard so much about. 

Kjetil cleared his throat and Satyr snapped out of his train of thought. 


"|. want to thank you for taking care of me. Nobody else would.” 


Sigurd's eyes casted down to the covers, then looked up again. Kjetil was still looking at him intently, smiling 


sweetly. 
"| don't have anywhere else to go. So.. if its alright with you.” 


"Of course!" Sigurd said immediately. "I mean, l'm still a little surprised at all. this but it's not like I'd kick you 


out." 


Kjetil scooted closer to him and rested his head on his shoulder, purring with happiness, his tail swaying back 
and forth. Sigurd smiled and ran his hand through the man's hair. 


This was going to be an interesting living situation 


